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said, "Skipper John, let's get out and see the old Eng-
lishman/'

"No need, Doctor. He's upstairs in bed."

Upstairs was the triangular space between the roof and
the ceiling of the ground floor. At each end was a tiny
window, and the whole area, windows included, had been
divided longitudinally by a single thickness of hand-
sawn lumber. Both windows were open, a cool breeze
was blowing through, and a bright paper pasted on the
wall gave a cheerful impression. One corner was shut off
by a screen of cheap cheesecloth. Sitting bolt upright on
a low bench, and leaning against the partition, was a very
aged woman, staring fixedly ahead out of blind eyes, and
ceaselessly monotoning what was meant for a hymn,
No head was visible among the rude collection of bed-
clothes.

"Uncle Solomon, it's the Doctor," I called. The mass
of clothes moved, and a trembling old hand came out to
meet mine.

"No pain, Uncle Solomon, I hope?"

"No pain, Doctor, thank the good Lord, and Skip-
per John. He took us in when the old lady and I were
starving."

The terrible cancer had so extended its ravages that
the reason for the veiled corner was obvious, and also for
the effective ventilation.

"He suffers a lot, Doctor, though he won't own it,"
now chimed in the old woman.

When the interview was over, I was left standing in a
brown study till I heard Skipper John's voice calling me.
As I descended the ladder he said: "We're so grateful
you corned, Doctor. The poor old creatures won't last
long. But thanks are n't dollars. I have n't a cent in the
World now. The old people have taken what little we had. "But us took
